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Eyes of (the) Snake 


Author's Notes: 

This one is connected with my story "Easy", but you can read each of them without knowing the other one. 
I've had this little Skid Row soap opera going on in my head for a while and | just felt like writing it down. I've 
also posted a couple of pictures of Rachel and ZP on the message board. Enjoy! 


"Don't worry, there are worse things than killing time in an Italian cafe. This is our last interview for Today, 


anyway. See you then 
Snake ended the call and put his phone on the table. 
"They're stuck in traffic. It's gonna be at least half an hour until they get here." 


"Well, | don't mind killing time in a place like this either." Rachel smiled, then yawned and stretched his arms 


over his head. "It's so beautiful here. Sun is shining, coffee's delicious, what else could you want?" 


Snake shot an examining look at Rachel and raised an eyebrow. "Who the fuck are you and what have you done 


to Rachel Bolan?" 
"Huh? What do you mean?" 
"| don't know. Where's old grumpy cat? Usually you can't stay positive for more than two minutes." 


"Come on, things have been going great lately. The tour is a huge success and people finally seem to realize 


that Skid Row still kicks ass with a new singer.” 

"You're right, it's amazing that ZP is getting such great feedback from the fans." 

"Yes, it's cool to hear that people like him." 

"And | think it helps with the female fans that he's not hard on the eyes, either." 

"Oh, you think?" Rachel suddenly felt the growing need to busy himself with the sugar sprinkler. 

"Although somehow | have this gut feeling that he might not be all that interested in the opposite sex." 
"Really?" Rachel shifted in his seat. "What makes you think so?" 

"The way he's looking at guys, or you in particular sometimes." 

"What? l.. haven't noticed that at all. You're probably reading too much into it. He just seems to be a bit star- 
struck at times. | mean, wouldn't you feel the same if you suddenly got to be in a band with your teenage 
idols?" Rachel couldn't look Snake in the eye while he was talking and studied the handle of his coffee cup 


instead. 


Snake got suspicious. He could read his bassist like a book. But he knew he'd only gotten through the foreword 
by now. 


"What's up with you, Rachel?" 
"What do you mean ‘whats up?" 


"I've known you for more than half my life by now, Rachel. And | know exactly that you're hiding something 


from me." 
"Hiding? Are you crazy? We were talking about the great reception that ZP gets, what's there to hide?” 


Why were all his acting skills reduced to zero when it came to Snake? The beautiful Italian cafe seemed to 


have turned into a police interrogation room. 
And Snake was one hell of an investigator. 


"Nothing, actually. Yes, you're absolutely right, hiring ZP was a fantastic decision He's great." Snake gazed at 
Rachel intensively. 


"And hot" 


Rachel felt that his mask was beginning to crumble. He didn't reply anything to Snake's remark, because 


everything he could think of would have sounded ridiculous. 

"| knew it," Snake exclaimed, rolling his eyes. 

"Knew what?" 

"You have the hots for him, haven't you?" 

"What? No! Come on, man That stuff is so far gone. I." 

"Be honest with mel You know that | love you like a brother and | hate it when you're hiding stuff from me." 
"Why should you give a fuck who | have the hots for?" 

"So you do?" 

"God.. yes. So what? He's hot. If even you realize it, why shouldn't |?" 
"And have you tried to hit on him?" 

"No.." He sounded as convincing as the kid who raided the cookie jar. 


"How did he react?" 


Rachel slumped back in his chair and stared at the ceiling. Then his eyes met Snake's in defiance and he took a 


deep breath. It was useless to continue denying. 
"We've been fucking occasionally for about two months now. It's not a big deal and its none of your business.’ 
Rachel jumped in his chair when Snake slammed his hand onto the table. 


"| can't believe it! | can't believe that you're doing this to mel And Scotti. Haven't you learned your lesson? 


Wasn't it painful enough? Have you lost your memory over the last twenty years? If you need a reminder: a 


relationship in a band always fucks the band up." 
‘It was completely different back then! He was a psychopath, and it was an abusive relationship." 


"Nice to hear that you still remember that! Didn't you tell me a couple of years ago that you don't feel 


attracted to guys anymore? | thought you have a nice girl back home." 
"Oh, yeah. She surely is ... nice." 
"You pronounce ‘nice’ as if she was a piece of furniture." 


"Hey, Snake, you're my best friend. But | don't think | have to justify to you who Im feeling attracted to or 


not." 
"If only that attraction wouldn't turn you into a submissive empty shell! 


"| know what happened, but I've learned from it. | have grown up. And ZP is a grown-up, too. We're simply two 


grown-ups doing enjoyable grown-up things on a regular basis." 
"Can't you just watch porn and jerk off on tour like the rest of us?" 


"Snake! You gotta keep it down. The family at the table over there look like they're American. And from the 


look on her face, the mother obviously heard what you just said! 

"He turned you into a completely undignified fool back then, and | refuse to let that happen to you ever again! 
"Back then, | was in my mid-twenties. Looking back | feel as if | was almost still a kid And ZP has absolutely 
nothing in common with.. him. ZP is a team player, the band is the most important thing for him. He's so into 
this and he's not interested in any kind of powerplay. He definitely wouldn't do anything to destroy what we've 


achieved." 


"How can you be sure? And if it's only sex you're looking for, why couldn't you have found someone outside 


the band?" 

"You know that ¡Fs nearly impossible to find somebody who wouldn't call the tabloids the morning after." 
Snake had to acknowledge that that was true. But he still wasn't done with his lecture. 

"And besides, as a singer, we need ZP at his best physical condition. 

"Now youre talking about him as if he was a piece of cattle." 


"And | doubt that its beneficial for his voice if he doesn't get much sleep only because you can't resist 


pounding his butt through the mattress for hours every night: 


Rachel couldn't stop the mental images if his life depended on it. He was glad that Snake didn't know just how 
true what he'd just said was. 


"Sorry, but | think we're getting nowhere with this conversation. My sex life is definitely none of your 


business, Snake." 

"None of my business? After all that we've been through? It took us 20 years to rebuild this band from the 
ruins that Bach left us with. And | refuse to let your cock be the reason why we're going back downhill. And | 
don't believe you when you say it's only sex. From the way you talk about ZP | can tell that you're already 
falling in love with him. Which is definitely the worst part! 


At this moment two scrawny young men in metal shirts, one of them with a tablet computer, one of them 


with a camera, entered the cafe. 


Rachel and Snake instantly switched to business mode. 


A few hours later, Rachel and ZP lay side by side on the crumpled sheets of Rachel's hotel room bed, both 


covered in sweat and exhausted, but perfectly satisfied. 
"Before we started you were trying to tell me what Snake said to you at the cafe." 


Rachel had hoped that ZP wouldn't bring this particular subject up again, but he decided it was better to let 


ZP in on Snake's reaction 
"Snake thinks that it would affect the band. That it would turn into something bad" 
ZP sat up and sighed. He shook his head and his long black curls moved around his upper body. 


"You Americans always have to make things complicated. We're just having fun. There's nothing more to it, 


right?" 
Nothing more to it 


Rachel tried to fight against the painful sting in his heart, but it was to late. Snake was right. Why the fuck 


was he always right? 


"Youre already falling in love with him." 


